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this, I moved up to my wife and playfully gave
her a kiss.
Ammayya was looking on. She did not
know that I meant well by her adopted grand-
mother. She thought I was doing some harm
and lifted her hand as if to beat me and said :
"Eh, eh, do not hurt grannie." Then she saw
that I did no harm, and sat down again, thinking
no doubt that it was because of her threat that I
desisted from hurting her grand-mofher.
What is all this for, do you say ? You will
know presently.
The festival of lights is for young people the
only real festival.    If you are married,  you know
why I say so.    Ask yourself if there is any festi-
val to equal it and you will find there really is
none.    Especially,   there is never any festival to
equal the first festival in which you visited the
house of your father-in-law.    There are  various
reasons for  this.    In  the  first place, you are a
grand person and the chief guest in the house of
the man whose daughter you have married.    In
the second place, you have  a  chance of conduc-
ting yourself before your girl wife as the great
person you are.    In the third place) only provided
you are sufficiently  enterprising, you   have   a
chance of speaking to that wife, or, at the least,